MRS. KENNINGTON           217

It would devour him unless he escaped. At
the moment he had won to his own peace he
had shattered hers. Though it was beyond
all his experience he felt no doubt of it; it
was blindingly clear, and he was afraid.

He longed to go, but could not. He was
responsible; he could not run away. Yet
the shame of sitting there watching her, while
with clenched brown hands she stared beyond
him at nothing, was unbearable. If what he
had found were true, surely it could bear
being told; to tell it was the only thing to
do. But to tell her what he had found was
to tell her the manner of its finding; there
was nothing else to tell. And to tell her that
was fatal.

He rose and stood nervously holding out
his hand. Her eyes were still fixed on the
void beyond the room.

" I can't do any good . . . to-day," he said,

" It doesn't matter," she said dully.

" Perhaps if I came . . ."

" It's not your fault/' Her voice quickened.
" It's mine. I'm hateful, hateful. I'm being
punished. It's my punishment.

*' But why should I be punished ? What
have I done ? I haven't been wicked. Is
running away from a husband who's horrible